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r So...WE MEET AGAIN, DEAR READER! WELCOME? WELCOME 
ONCE MORE TO THE CRYPT OF TERROR.' AS YOU KNOW, IN 
EACH ISSUE OF MY TERROR-IFIC MAGAZINE, I TELL YOU 
CHILLING TALES FROM MY VAST COLLECTION WHICH I KEEP 
HERE IN THIS CRYPTf THIS STORY IS ONE OF MY VERY 
. BEST . . .WELL OESIGNED TO THRILL YOU.. .TO MAKE YOUR 
^ BLOOD RUN COLD. ..TO MAKE LITTLE SHIVERS RUN UP 
Wy AND DOWN YOUR SPINE ? I CALL IT: 



OH, DARLING.' WHAT \ 
* WONDERFUL way 1 
TO BEGIN OUR HONEY- 1 
MOON.. . ELY /NS y 
JT) BERMUDA.' 7 


’LIKE ITT I LOVE IT? 


'«>... IT WOULD TAKE US TOO 
FAR OFF OUR COURSE... AND 
MY GAS SUPPLY MIGHT NOT 
LASTf NOt..I’LL TAKE HER > 
^UP OVER IT. . . I— — — 


— . - —I - / CAN'T WE AVOID 

”l'LL TRY TO GO UP \ IT... GO AROUND IT 
OVEK it, carol! .. - 


THE MOTORS CONKED OUT.. 
MERE SO/NS DOWN f 


Down... down through the thick pea- soup fog the 
PLANE AND ITS TWO OCCURANTS PROP, ■■ AND THEN. , ■ 


THERE'S AN OPENING IN THE FOG? I’M GOING TO 
TRY TO PUT HER DOWN ON THE WATER? FASTEN 
^wYOUR SAFETY BELT, CAROL. . 



Straining for a glimpse of the ocean as the crippled 
PLANE RUSHES TOWARDS IT, DON'S EYES PEER INTO THE 
THICK FOG f SUDDENLY HE SEES THROUGH THE OPENING... 
AND FRANTICALLY PULLS UP ON THE CONTROLS ! THEN... 


'that's MOHT' i'll go 
.BACK AND GET IT... ^ 


[Frantically don climbs back down into the cabin, 
AN0 EMERGES WITH THE PRECIOUS LIFE-RAFT WHICH HE 
INFLATES ? AS THEY PULL AWAY FROM THE WRECKAGE, 


'DON’T WORRY, CAROL* 
THE FOG WILL LIFT... 
AND THEN A SHIP OR 
PLANE WILL SPOT US. 


r DONf WE HAVE NO WATER...’ 
NO FOOD... NOTHING! WE WON'T 
BE ABLE TO LAST VERY LONG?, 


DUT the fog does 
NOT LIFT* IT REMAINS ) 

1 FOR ONE DAY... THEN / 
TWOf CAROL AND DON, \ 
TIRED AND WEAK FROM! 
| HUNGER AND THIRST, 
DRIFT AIMLESSLY ABOUTl 
IN THE LITTLE RUBBER I 
| RAFT... LISTENING... f ' 

[ LOOKING... IN VAINf^/* 


Then... A STRANGE NOISE DRIFTS THROUGH THE DARKNESS TO THEM.. 
A CREAKING SOUNO. . .THE SOUND OF OLD TIMBERS, ROTTED AND WORN, 
STRAINING AND GRATING AGAINST EACH OTHER. .. 


LIKE ..'.LOOK/ 





IT'S A SH/PT 


ALL DECAYED ANO. 


WONDER IT STAYS 
AFLOAT' _ ^ 


BUT CAROL? IF THIS FOG ' 
HANGS ON MUCH LONGER, 
WE’LL DIE OF THIRST... 
PERHAPS WE MIGHT FIND 

FOOD AND WATER ■ ^ 

^ ABOARD.. TB 


'that's funny' there^/here's a~N 


HELLO" 


HELLO UP 
. THERE'" 


F^ROPE LADDER? 
COME ON, CAROL' 
WE'LL Tt THE 
RAFT UP AND 
SEE WHAT IT'S 
» ALL ABOUT. . 


Don reaches the top of the ladder and turns to 
HELPC^POKTOn^ ( ^rzr^ 


LOOK, DON' A SKELETOH. 


GOOD 


LORD.' 


THANKS DEAR... I... 
WHAT S THAT ? 





LOOK... I WAS RIGHT! 
THERE /S A LIGHT IN. 
I^THE CABIN... r—*^ 


nonsense! we probably 
SCARED WHOEVER IT WAS 
away! LOOK.' HERE'S r- 
TH E BOOK HE WAS ) 

— r READING! j 


IT... IT LOOKS LIKE THE 

ship's Loer 


The frightened couple made their way down the 
DARK STAIRS TO THE CABIN AND KNOCKED ON THE DOOR! 
THERE WAS NO ANSWER' DON LIFTED THE LATCH AND 
THE DOOR SQUEAKED OPEN. . ■ 


WHY. . .THERE'S NO 
ONE HERE ,HOW.' 


don! I'M AFRAID! LET'S 


"October 17th 1853-Today seized the British Frigate 
Golden Star, killing all hands aboard and captur- 
ing booty of jewels and gold coin. The men are 
.dissatisfied with the split; I taking almost half 
for myself! Captain Henry Dragoon.* _ 

¥ WHY, THEN THIS WAS A ''•JY ES , BUT LISTEN J 
f PIRATE VESSEL... AND TO THIS.' A 

L DRAGOON WAS ITS CAPTAINfJj-^^ 


8 RE AT SCOTTf THE LAST ENTRY 
. IS DATED JANUARY 6TH.I654! 



/October 27th,l853- 

C A mutiny is stirring, Jed by one of the men, Charles Grog- 
s I fear for Jhe Ives of myself and my mate 'Captain 
iry Dragoon i * * **<. », > » » - p 

-^AND THEN THE \ STRINGN 

WHOLE TREASURE WILL BE OURS... fT THEMUP. ] 


IT ENDS ABRUPTLY ' N 
THEY PROBABLY KILLED. 


October 30th, 185 3 Today, as the new captain of this 
vessel. I ordered Henry Dragoon to walk the plank . In his 
porrmg .words, he cursed us and swore revenge and 
return ... /t 


i The men laughed and he disappeared info the briny sea . • 
I I J rT y i S t i it ? e| y i ef a^t to find the share of the treasure 
1 he hod taken.. but to no avail. It hod vanished? The , 


. ... . MWU VUIII3MCU: IIP 

menvnll not like this bad news Charles Groggins. 


WHAT? HIS SHARE IS 


IT IS THE TRUTH \ 
MEN. ..THE BOOTY 
IS NOWHERE IN THE 
'VtCABlN' 


SOME? WHAT MEANS 
^ THIS, GROGGINS? 


November 16 th, I853 ; 

PA thorough search of the cabin has 
not produced the treasure. Charles 
Groggins body swings from the hlgh- 
. est yard arm and I om takhg it upon 


[Vlovember 13th, 185 3 1 Thei 


"November 6th, 1853’ 

The men have given me until today 
to produce the Captain's share of 
the booty' I cannot find it and ad 
my pleading has been ip vain. They 


i — ...emenhave 

begun to quarrel and bicker among 
themselves. They do not believe that 
there Is no treasure . They do not 

tn ict mar" - - — - - - i 


esi yuiu-urm, ana 1 am TOKngiT upon ■ 

my self to continue this log. John Bates j 


ere at the door now. I fear that* 
^rny hours are numbered ! 
t~n Groggins' 

LAST ENTRY IN ■TWHO CONTINUE! 
H/S WRITING f r - / |\lT, DON? _ 


CAPTAINS . 
SHARE FOR 
HIMSELF' 






NO . WE WOULD D\eY WE'LL TAKE \ 

I OF EXPOSURE AND ) WHAT'S LEFT > 
^ STARVATION...^/ OF THE STORES 
V AND WATER ' 


A L AGREE 
) WITH THE 1 
J OTHERS' I 
LET'S TAKE ( 
TO THE A 
SMALL BOATS? 


►There has been a dead calm for , 
Uhree weeks now. The ship has 
> slowly drifted into a great sea of ' 
seaweed and we are held fast by 
Its ml llions of entwining plants. . 


r WE'LL NEVER GET VwE ARE DOOMED?' 
OUT OF THIS NOW.. \ 1 SAY TAKE 
EVEN IF WE DID I TO THE SMALL T 
[GET A BREEZE^. BOATS...' A 


."January 3rd 1854: 

, My hanacan hardly hold the plume. I am weak with 
'hunger. Our food and water ran out four days ago, 

, ana still the Albatross hovers over us.itsscreach- 


"December 18 th 1853: , 

•Most of the man look their shares of the stores and ; 
; left the ship in the small boats . There are buto few 
i of us left." *' ■* ■* * ■ ■ ' • 


IF WE KILL IT, WE XlT IS BAD LUCK' 
COULD BE ASSURED) TO KILL AN < 
OF FOOD FOR A ALBATROSS' 
^LITTLE LONGER 'J BAD LUCKTj. 


WAIT.. WAIT! 
FEEL THAT 
A BREEZE' 
AND LOOK. . 
\STORH CLOUDS.. 


IT'S LAUGHING AT/ BY HEAVEN 
.US .. LAUGHING... A I'LL KILL 


■January 5 th 1854. 

Carter has strangled while tying a sail on the mizzen 
mast and he hangs like a banner in the wind. Johnson 
still remains tied to the helm and I here In the cabin. ■ 
The water is beginning to fill the hold We are sink- ■ 
'ing fast? I will finish this entry and take to the sea.j 
Ifs my last hope f John Bajes.‘_ 

/is THAT ALL, A NO' THERE'S THIS LAST 

V DON? J / ENTRY DATED JANUARY 6lhieS4r\ 
^ I IT SAYS, "THE SHIPIS MINE AGAIN?! 
V I I WILL SAIL IT INTO ETERNITY f I 

"V CAPTAIN HENRY DRAGOON P J 


"Jauary 4 th 1854: 

• The storm hit last night at eight-bells. Our sails are full- 
! set but still this cursed sea of seaweed holds us fast. 
Already the ship, battered by the stormy sea, is begin- 
' ning to crock and strain. Johnson has tied himselr to 
I the helm so that he may ste er us out should we 
break loose , HIP JiTi "Lot re! 


THAT CURSED ALBATROSS^ 
IS GONE, ANYWAY f BUT.. WE 
INSTILL DO NOT MOVE...^^ 






THIS IS CRAZY, 
CAROL ? THE 
LAST ENTRY IS 
IN DRAGOON'S 
HANDWRITING, 
^ TOO? ^ 


LISTEN... DID 
YOU HEAR 
THAT? A 
FOG -HORN? 


The couple rush to the oeck of 

THE STRANGE VESSELf THROUGH 
THE GLOOM OF THE FOG, THE 
LIGHTS OF A TANKER COME TO- 
WARO THEM? L. 


AHOY ff 
A HOY 
THERE' , 




GOOD LORD'' 


Quickly don 


And THArs the story? 
STRANGE? WHAT DO YOU 
THINK HAPPENED ? WAS 
IT ALL IN THEIR MINDS..! 
OR DID DON AND CAROL 
ACTUALLY SAIL ON A 
> GHOST SHIP? > 
WELL... IF YOU'RE NOT \ 
A LITTLE... ER... SEA- ] 
SICK... TURN THE PAGE ) 
AND READ ANOTHER/ 
S OF MY TALES'/*^ 


CAROL CLIMB 
DOWN THE SIDE OF THE OLD ROTTED 
SHIP INTO THEIR RAFT? THEY 
PADDLE FURIOUSLY CALLING AFTER 
THE TANKER... 


Once on board they are fed and made 

COMFORTABLE? THEN DON AND CAROL TELL 
THEIR FANTASTIC STORY... ■ 


HELPf AHOY' 

l help' ’WJ. 





QUICK, JIM GET THAT 
BODY OUT OF THERE/ 


f I’LL PUT IT IN A 
MAUSOLEUM/ NO ONE WILL 
EVER LOOK INSIDE FOR IT; , 
BECAUSE BY MORNING. . . 
THERE'LL BE ANOTHER 
BODY IN THAT OPEN GRAVE/ 


THERE / everything's 


^ BY THIS TIME, ED WILL BE DEAD? 
HE SWALLOWED THE ARSENIC 
BEFORE WE LEFT/ HE'LL BE 
, THERE... WAITING FOR US TO 
GET HIM AND PUT HIS BODY. . 
COFFIN 



r I'D BEEN POISONING EO 
BEFORE 1 MET YOU, JIM OEAR' 
HE WAS... HATEFUL f STINGY' . 
, HE'D NEVER BUY ME NICE * 
CLOTHES f BUT I JUST KEPT 
GIVING HIM LITTLE DOSES... 
TRYING TO WHIP MY NERVE UP 
[ INTO REALLY KILLING HIM... d 


'JIM ...OH, JIM? YOU'VE BEEN 
WONDERFUL TO ME f I DON'T 
> KNOW WHAT I'D HAVE DONE 
IF YOU HADN'T COME ALONG' 
ED DIDN'T LOVE ME ANY MORI 


YOU DIDN'T PLAN ENOUGH, 
BABY' THIS WAY, THERE'LL 
BE NO FUSS' ED WILL BE IN 
THAT GRAVE' NOBOOY WILL I 
EVER THINK OF LOOKING j 
THERE FOR HIM' THE LAW 
CAN NEVER TOUCH US' 


BUT I DO, BABY' NOW 
. DON'T YOU WORRY.' 
EVERYTHING IS GOING 
ALONG SWELL' 


r HE'S INSIDE ON THE ^ 
DIVAN. COME ON' I'LL 
GET A FIREMAN'S HITCH 
ON HIM, CARRY HIM TO 
THE CAR, THEN DRIVE f 
OFF... BACK TO THAT A 
^GRAVEYARD? me — jR 


rJIM, I'M ...SCARED' a DEAD ^ 
MAN CAN'T WALK... AND WE SAW 
HIM DRINK THE WHISKEY WITH ^ 
|THE ARSENIC IN IT' HE MUST 
[BE DEAD' HE'S 60T TO BE DEAD' 


Suddenly, from the cellar. 


For a stunned moment, handsome 
YOUNG JIM KELLEBER AND PRETTY MRS. 
IDA GREENE STARED AT EACH OTHER 
WITH HORROR WRITTEN ON THEIR FACES- 


A... WHAT'S 
THAT? i 


SOMEONE WAS HERE. 
FOUND HIM? WE'VE 
GOT TO RUN ...GET AV 


BUT WHO ^ 
COULD HAVE 
GOTTEN IN? 

THE HOUSE 

WAS-LOCKEDf UNLESS ED ^ 
WALKED AWAY... DYING... 1 



~ HI, FOLKS' C'MON IN f I BEEN 
DOWN HERE, HAVIN' WUNNERFUL 
TIME' JIM...GETTA COUPLE 1 
GLASSES. IDA, DOAN JUS’ STAN' 
THERE. C'M ON IN... 


THE CELLAR STAIRS. 


YEAH, YE AH f 
GO IN THERE. 1 
KEEP HIM 4 
QUIET.' WE'VE 
GOT THIS TO 


YOU HAVVA GOOD 
ATTA MOVIES? 
WHERE'S... JIM? 


r WE DIDN'T GIVE HIM ENOUGH 
POISON f THOSE LITTLE J 
► DOSES OF ARSENIC I'VE Wy 
BEEN GIVING HIM HAVE TP 
MADE HIM... IMMUNE' A 


T AGAIN ' RIGHT 
' NOW, I HAVE TO GET 
BACK TO THAT COFFIN.. 
CLOSE IT AND... FILL I 
IN THE GRAVE' ad 


Back in her fashionable home, 
IDA GREENE WALKED HER BED- 
ROOM FLOOR FAR INTO THE EARLY 


J THERE f M 

HHB soo^ 

squares fit J 
'TOGETHER J 

CLOSE LY M 

IHB ENOUGH SO J 

i NO ONE WILL A 

NOTICE THAT I'VE BEEN 
ft" DIGGING HERE.' 


'last NIGHT ALMOST SHATTERED 
JIM'S NERVE' I COULD FEEL IT! 
HE WAS SHAKING WHEN HE 
LEFT HERE... SHAKING.' 

I’VE GOT TO ACT FAST 
’ OR HE MAY TRY TO BACK lBU ', 
► OUT.' THE FIRST THING 
INTHE MORNIN^^^^^i^H 


Covered 


WITH STRAIN, JIM 
THE OPEN GRAVE. 


NEVER SO— SHOCKED < 
IN ALL MY LIFE... TO 
HEAR ED ...TALKINSf 



An hour after the sun set, 
JIM KELLEBER WALKED OUT OF A 
BAR AND GRILLE- 


A BIG OOSE OF ARSENIC.' YES, 
THAT'S RIGHT' HE'LL TAKE 
IT IN HIS MEAL AT SUPPER 
TONIGHT' NO, NO, DEAREST ? 
THIS CAN’T FAIL' I'M GOING 
TO USE THE ENTIRE BOTTLE? 
NOW, YOU GO RIGHT TO THE J 
GRAVE... 


^JIM, DARLING? OH, LAST 
NIGHT WAS SO GHASTLY. 
DID YOU MAKE OUT ALL ^ 
RIGHT ...AT THE GRAVE? J 
GOOD? NOW LISTEN? 

^ LISTEN TO ME 
■ CAREFULLY.. 


SURE? SURE? OIG UP THE GRAVE! 
OPEN THE COFFIN? GET EVERY- 
THING REAOY FOR A OEAD BOOY? 
fTHEN...EO WON'T DIE? WHAT A 
If GRISLY SORT OF JOKE ? 


[GOT EVERYTHING ALL NICE AND 1 
READY? AN EMPTY COFFIN, JUST “ 
WAITING FOR A BODY. ONLY THING 
,IS... THERE IS NO BODY? ED WON'T 
S DIE f HE DRINKS ARSENIC LIKE ] 
I ORINK COFFEE? 


[ 'DA SAID TO PICK UP THE BOOYM 
IN HER LIVING ROOM. IT WILL BE 
IN A SACK? BUT I'LL BET IT ■■ 
WONT BE? ED'S STUBBORN? H 
y WE CANT KILL HIM?^^^H 



IDA' HELLO, 


^"COME ON, ED f LET'S YOU AN* 
ME TAKE A LITTLE RIDE, HUH? 
SURE? I'LL DRIVE f HA' H Af 
■ 'COURSE I'LL ORIVE? 




THIS WON'T TAKE LONG, 
EDf YOU'LL BE RESTING 
QUIETLY UNDER SIX 
• FEET OF DIRT PRETTY 
. SOON' 




™NO...NOf I... I CAN'T 00 IT f 
I CAN'T HUNT ANYONE' IDA 
KNEW THAT' THAT'S WHY SHE 
010 THE ...THE KILLING' ALL I ■ 
, EVER OID WAS DIG... . 


'YOU’RE NOT OEAO YET, ED' 
NOT DEAD? STILL ALIVE? 
IDA GAVE YOU A WHOLE 5 
BOTTLE OF ARSENIC, ED' 
YOU'VE COT TO BE DEAD.' 


BUT I'M GOING TO ... HAKE 
1 SURE! I'M GOING TO 
QBEAT YOU... UNTIL... 


1 HERE f I'LL LOCK YOU INSIDE J 
I THE COFFIN' THAT WAY YOU CAN'T 
EVER GET OUT' EVEN IF YOU ANE 
kSTI LL ALIVE, YOU'LL SUFFOCATE 
Pin THE COFFINf YOU'LL BE DEAD 
NOW.' DEAD... DEAD... 


'COME ON IN, JIM .'AS A 'N 
BARBER MIGHT SAY BEFORE 
WIELDING HIS RAZOR. 

YOU'NE NEXTj/SyC 


Wfff T YES. JIM. ..ME' 
—r^YOU SEE. THAT 
WAS IDA IN THE < 
IrSACK LAST NIGHT! I 
’OVERHEARD HER LITTLE 
PLAN TO POISON ME. 

I DECIDED TO POISON 
HER INSTEAD! 




A 




RIGHT THIS WAY, ^ 
PROFESSOR? WE'LL 
DON OUR HEATED J 
SUITS AND OET < 
RIGHT TO WORK? ) 


PFAAH? LOOK AT THE I 
ALL OVER HIM? THEIR 
BLIND FOOLS f DON' 
REALIZE HIS FINDING 
THAT. ..THAT "THING • 
WAS JUST LUCK ? 
PFAAH f jj 


'EXTRAORDINARY! 

YOU HAVE DONE 
>. THE WORLD A 
' GREAT SERVICE, 
PROFESSOR? YOU 
WILL GO DOWN r 
IN HISTORY ' ) 


WE'RE DONE? 
LOOK AT HIM? 
PERFECTLY 
PRESERVED? 


IT ISN'T FAIR f I WORKED SO HARD 
ON MY EXHIBIT? ALL THE FAME AND 
GLORY HE'S RECEIVING WOULD * 
HAVE BEEN M/HEf HOW I HATE , 

HIM... BUT I’LL GET EVEN... if 









Momen ts later he was on the 
WHAT th' ■> i can't 
UNDERSTAND IT? HE HASN'T DE- 
COMPOSED AT ALL. ..JUST SEEMS 
TO HAVE THAWED OUT A BIT' 
BLAST ITT TOO LATE TO DO \ 
ANY THINS MORE' I'LL HAVE TOy 
PUT HIM BACK... 


THE SUN WASN'T STPOND ENOUGH' 
MEXT WEEK-END I'LL TRY TO HELP 
IT ALONG BY BRINGING HIGH ^ 
POWER HEAT LAMPS 


1 I'LL HAVE TO BRING 

THE ROTTED REMAINS OF ITS BODY 
BACK HERE WHERE THEY BELONG' 
..I'LL JUST PROP THIS SHOW- -j 
fc CASE DOOR OPEN. j —"'ll 


COULD HAVE 
SWORN HIS HAND 
MOVED JUST THEN? 
..PFAAHf JUST MY 
NERVES ACTING UP? 


OH, ...HERE WE ARE ... ONLY TAKE A 
FEW MORE MINUTES TO REACH 
THE EXHIBIT-CASE? BE GLAD, TOO' 
1 GETTING JITTERY.. . JfcTTT 


BOOD HEAVENS' HE'S ALIVE.' 
HE WASN'T DEAD AT ALL? HE... HE 
MUST HAVE BEEN IN A STATE OF... 

SUSPENDED ANIMATI ON' M 


NO .'NO' DON 7 CONE NEAP 
NET KEEP AWAY.' KEEP . 
AWAY EBON NET 





Suddenly the prehistoric man 

NOTICES HIS STRANGE SURROUNDINGS 
AND FRIGHTENED, RACES THROUGH 
THE HALLS. WREAKING HAVOC . 


I N A FRENZY, THE NEANDERTHAL 
RAGES AND STORMS UNTIL HE 
REACHES THE OPEN OOOR-WAY TO 
THE EXHIBIT THAT HOUSED HIM. HE 
STOPS, FOR INSIDE HE SEES SOME- 
THING. ..SOMETHING FAMILIAR. . 


Through the showcase glass 
HE SEES THE REPLICA OFA PRE- 
HISTORIC ANIMAL, AND IN HIS 
CONFUSED, BEWILDERED MIND HE 
KNOWS BUT ONE THING... FIGHT f 




OF COURSE f HE WENT MAD 
AND TRIED TO DESTROY MY 
EXHIBIT ? TRAGIC' WELL. 
LET'S PHONE THE POLICE, 
AND THEN FIX THE EXHIBIT 
AS IT WAS ? " 


6 HEAT SCOTT f 
HOMER PERRY?.. 
HE'S DEAD f 


INDEED? I'D GIVE MY 
LIFE TO EXPERIENCE 
THE THRILL OF FACING 
ALIVE NEANDERTHAL? 
BUT ALAS? IT'S NOT 
POSSIBLE. IS IT? > 


YES? ISN'T IT STRANGE 
THE WAY MEN REACT 
TO LIFE ? HOMER, IN 
A JEALOUS RAGE, RAN 
WILD . .JUST LIKE S 
ANY PREHISTORIC ) 
k MAN WOULD? J 



When daniel king arrived in haiti, the mysterious island of 

VOODOO AND BLACK MAGIC, NEVER IN HIS MOST FANTASTIC NIGHTMARES 
DID HE DREAM HE WOULD ENCOUNTER A... 

ZOMBIS! 






! Armed with but his camera, daniel king plunged oeep into the dense undergrowth and hurriedly made 
I HIS WAY TOWARD THE SOUND OF THE DISTANT DRUMS. HE TREMBLED WITH EXCITEMENT, AND PERSPIRATION 
OOZED FROM HIS PORES LIKE WATER. AS THE BOOMING VOODOO DRUMS POUNDED IN HIS EARS AND THE FRENZIED 
SCREAMING CHANTS OF THE NATIVES HERALDED THE NEARNESS OF HIS GOAL f SUDDENLY HE WAS THERE f 
UNSEEN, DANIEL KINO WATCHED- AFRAID... BUT YET ENTRANCED... 




I GREAT SCOTT' THIS IS FANTASTIC' 
THOSE DRUMS ARE SO LOUD.' I 
CAN'T HEAR MYSELF THINK f S 


THIS IS TERRIFIC MATERIAL f JUST 
WHAT MY ARTICLE NEEDS' SAY... 
WHAT ARE THOSE NATIVES DOING 
NOW? THEY'RE BRINGING SOME- 
THING UP TO THE FIRE.. ^4 


IT'S A COFFIN /AND... AND THEY'RE 
LIFTING THE BODY OUT j y * 




Some M.Kmr 


FjASON MORGAN WAS THE FORMER OWNER OF TH 
TION. HE WAS A BRUTE OF A MAN, AND CRUEL. 
CRUEL TO THE NATIVE WORKERS . 


THIS PICTURE WILL KNOCK 
'EM OEAD WHEN I GET 
BACK TO THE STATES ?OH,. 
TELL ME THE STORY' 




■Marie likeo the natives, she disobeyed jason by 

SECRETLY ATTENDING THEIR RITUALS , WHERE SHE 
ENJOYED THEIR SING- SONG CHANTING. OCCASSIONALLY, 
SHE EVEN DANCED... SHE UNDERSTOOD THEM... 




AS I SAID, SHE LIKED THE NATIVES, AND THEY IN TURN, 
ADORED HER? BECAUSE OF THIS, JASON HATED HER AND 
HURT HER OFTEN. BUT THOUGH THE NATIVES LOATHED 
HIM ENOUGH TO KILL HIM, THEY DID NOTHING FOR THEY 
FEARED HIM JUST AS MUCH... . 


However, one night marie sneaked away to join 
HER FRIENDS IN A RITUAL . SHE DANCED ECSTATICALLY 
ANDCHANTEO WITH THEM SHE WAS LOVELY TO SEE 


DUT SUDDENLY, IN A DRUNKEN RAGE, JASON BURST UPON 
THE SCENE' HURLING VILE PROFANITY UPON HIS WIFE HE 
DREW HIS GUN AND SHOT HER ? SHE FELL DEAD.. 


“Bullets were useless' lead 

WILL NOT KILL ONE ALREADY DEAD? 


The natives sent her to jason 
SHE WAS TO WREAK VENGEANCE 
UPON HIM FOR HIS SINS... 


P 1 ... AND JASON, TERRIFIED BEYOND 
[WORDS, FLED INTO THE JUNGLE. . 



Hysterically, he plumbed oeeper 

INTO THE JUNGLE, HOPING SOME - 
HO* TO PINDSAPETY... 


...AND THAT'S THE STORY, KING? 
TONIGHT, I REALIZE NOW, IS THE 
ANNIVERSARY OP THEIR DEATH < 
TONIGHT THE NATIVES TRIED y 
TO BRING HER BACK f 



